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" Don't you see I can't leave my hosses ? Come, bear a hand, my fine feller, and Miss will give you some beer," said John, with a horse-laugh, for he was no longer respectful to Miss Sharp, as her connection with the family was broken off, and she had given nothing to the servants on coming away.
The bald-headed man, taking his hands out of his breeches pockets, advanced on this summons, and throwing Miss Sharp's trunk over his shoulder, carried it into the house.
" Take this basket and shawl, if you please, and open the door," said Miss Sharp, and descended from the carriage in much indignation, " I shall write to Mr Sedley and inform him of your conduct," said she to the groom.
She was shown into the dining-room by the porter,
Two kitchen chairs, and a round table, and an attenuated old poker and tongs were gathered round the fireplace, as was a saucepan over a feeble sputtering fire. There was a bit of cheese and bread, and a tin candle-stick on the table, and a little black porter in a pint-pot.
" Had your dinner, I suppose? It is not too warm for you ? Like a drop of beer ? "
" Where is Sir Pitt Crawley ? " said Miss Sharp majestically.
" He, he! Pm Sir Pitt Crawley. Reklect you owe me a pint for bringing down your luggage. He, he! Ask Tinker if I aynt. Mrs Tinker, Miss Sharp: Miss Governess, Mrs Charwoman. Ho, ho! "